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EXCLUSIVE PREVIEW 


to gauge some kind of solid 
aesthetic to attach to the 
uct as a whole — with 
imited success, of course, due 
simply to my witnessing a mere 
single hearing of each of the 
four sides. 

Conclusions are therefore 
somewhat sparse but well ... 
ahem ... “Physical Graffiti? 
does contain some of Zeppelin’s 
very finest moments and then 
again the album’s tonal density 
is absolutely the toughest, most 
downright brutal, I’ve heard on 
Tecord in well over a year, 

Where the album fits into the 
great Zeppelin album asterplan 


LED ZEPPELIN. 
“Physical Graffiti” 
(Swansong/Adantic 


“TALES FROM Topo- 
graphic Oceans” it ain’t. 
But then neither is it 
“Exile On Main Street”. 
In possibly the very first 
week of January 1978, Led 
Zeppelin will be unleashing a 
daunting eighty two minutes 
and thirty nine seconds of their 
inimitably plush brand of 
heavy-metal grandiosity for 
mass consummation entitled 
“Physical Graffiti” 


of “Stairway Fo Heaven” i 
case you might have ti, 
entertained a belief that such; 
creature could exist. 

Anyway, on to a track+y. 
track study in the hope thy 
further lucidity will be brows) 
to bear on the product via thi 
review ... uh well, let’s call it; 
PIVEN. for the time bein, 


Side 1 (Total time 21.04 _ 
min 


utes, - 
“Custard Pic” (4 mins: 20 sees) 
Classic Zeppelin opener 2 ii 


“Black Dog” and “: iF 
Song”. Fairly _ brutal Pee 


AANEtG oR, ee i has yet to be revealed though | machi iff motivatin 
Petes, Grant © eee ee (getting reckless here), it tani proceeds de nerpi by 
= juvenile Romilar-and-tuinol de. | ©@Siy end up on the same | John Paul Jones’ agitated grum- 


pantheon as the band’s first and 
fourth works, a good country 
mile above the second and third, 
One thing’s for sure — for 
sheer Sustained aural ferocity 
Hee ram” can eat 
louses The Holy” 
breakfast. eis 


votee throughout the U.S.A. 
who teethed his taste for rock 
on those first Zep outings — 
systematically elevating “Whole 
Lotta Love” to its rightful place 
as the Orang-Utang “Louie 
Louie” of the twilight °60s — is 
excited and, yup, I’ve got to 


ham’s almost stunted ing 

And then there’s Pate 
sounds effectively hoarse and 
whose exhortations are pretty 
much obscured by the ferocity 
of his cohorts — ferocity, mark 
you, worthy of Iggy & The 


allow for a disti i Interestingly enough, the al- that 
intimate) with "what 1. heard | 24M, felts) back less to | Gon ‘accounts “iors Pestag 
resonating before my ears at the | -O-T-H.” than, say, to “Led | semblance or tectice here. 
Reducing Room of Soho’s | Zeppelin Ill”. (Side Fourin pate Remarkably earthy mouth- 
trident Sound on Mond. jas resemblances to | hi end both 
ternoon. londay af: much of the third album, even if pany ek es = 


'y with Page’s gut-wren- 
ching guitar lines and to 
substantiate the latter’s state- 


the tracks are far more confi- 


Ri o 5 
ght now though I’m trying dent and well-wrought), 


ELTON JOHN must be 
manic without being dep- 
ressive. How else do you 
explain his musical output 
and his capacity for gruel- 
ling tours? Ten sides of 
new songs in just over 
two years is no mean feat. 
Hercules is also ‘the name 
of Elton’s muse. 


__ But what keeps them both at 
it? The bread inet exactly ir- 
relevant, perhaps, but Elton’s 
presumably earned enough to 
make it a secondary concern, 
Maybe fear of failure is the 
spur. Elton says he doesn’t 
want to end up “pathetically” 
like Chuck Berry snd Jerry 1 
Lewis, still performing the same 
old hits in 20 years time. 
Is that a groundless fear? 
Well, for example, simple 
mathematics reveal that you 
can only combine three chords 
in six different ways, and some 
of those six might be ruled out 
on musical grounds. With the 
Elton John two-man song fac- 
tory working flat-out, there’s 
every reason to assume they'll] ¢, = provi P emaci: flagella rr t 
coe ing you don’t have to be gaunt, jated anda 
See eats every pos-| a rock star (though, of course, it helps) ca Sees 
Still, new lyrics, fresh in-| @ COmfortable niche in a-culture 
Strumentation, and occasional] With pretensions to decadence. 
extra chords can work wonders.| Samuel Smiles would’ve dug El- 
Elton produces so many songs ton John, but what’s he got to 
offer the average downer freak? 


that a new classic is bound to A 
emerge by the laws of probabil- ae aay ee PPE of 
be iO one does a 


ity. And if there’s ever any sug- 


gestion of a writer’s block, no| Detter Stones pastiche than El- eneration 

doubt the self-imposed pressure ton. ie. “The Bitch Is Back” an Elton album. — 

of work simply bulldozes it out| 274 Saturday Night’s Alright It's also true that when El- 

of the way. For Fighting”. But it must be ton’s not being dewy-eyed. he’s 
There’s another mystery ab-| S4id that much of his catalogue quite adept at hard-nosed herd 

out Elton John. Why is he so] 84s towards lush romanti- tock. “Goodbye Yellow Brick 


cism. 
It would be offensive to sug- 
gest he’s the °70s Andy Wil 
liams, appealing to the premat- 
urely middle-aged. But there’s a 
Suspicion that some Elton John 
consumers are closet suburban- 
ites. Not all of them, ya dig, but 
enough. 
__ If confirmation of this claim 
is needed, peruse the selections 
on this Greatest Hits album. No 
less than six of the cuts have a 
high saccharine content. And 


big on the American hard rock 
Circuit? The image is all wrong. 
Elton’s only known’ excess is 
the collecting of rococco frames 
for his spectacles. What’s a guy. 
like that doing holding sway 
over the millionaire drugger- 
Nauts? 
Elton is _ slightl: lump, 
slightly balding, am esienee 
bespectacled. 
Elton’s not given to whipping 
young ladies with blue: whales 
or jellied eels, or to committing 


If so, “Goodbye Yellow 
Brick Road” would come as = 
pleasant surprise. The range of 
musical idioms, or idia, over the 
four sides is rather greater than 
on most “20 Cataclysmic Hits” 


bestial acts with food mixers | Yet 0 one ever suggests EJ collections, and Elton takes 
(You've heard that Eamonn pet be categorised as MOR. painstaking care Temoulds. 
too”). Any amateur wimpanol, why does the man appeal to “Bennie And Jets” is a 


a hard rock audience which is 
normally hyper-sensitive to sug- 
gestions of impurity? 

LIKE THE Beatles, Elton ma- 
nages to be all things to all bop- 
pers. Even at his most schmalt- 
zy, he employs bona fide rock 
musicians. Mr. Nigel Olsson 
can always be relied upon for 
random interjections on loosely 
tuned tom toms, creating a 


gentle put-down of glitter rock. 
with suitably monotonous riffs 
and excessive applause — 2j- 
though some Americans con- 
strued it rather differently. 
“Jamaica Jerk-Off” is the ob- 
ligatory reggae number, with = 
most suitable title. Elton sounds 
no suse Ges Indian that 
Enoch |, but the arrange- 
ment suggests he’s listened to 


Ogist will tell you that here, but 
for the fancy dress, is a subur- 
ban Mr. Clean. 

Elton John is altogether too 
healthy, prolific, energetic, and 
shrewd for a big league rock 
Star. His albums seem the pro- 
duct of a continuous adrenalin 
high. His career looks too much 
-like an advert for the good old 
Protestant Ethic for him to find 


Oh yeah, and there is nog; 


avBecemben Fain “December 7, 1974 


ma LAT TERS 


Quintessential doyays the 
kamikaze dizzbustgame 


by NICK KENT 


ment that the track represents 
an Eel Pie Island deja-vu of 
sorts. Invigorating. 


“The Rover” (5.44) 

If there’s one thing better 
than a stirring rocker, it’s 
another stirring rocker follow- 
ing straight after it. 

Zeppelin have prescribed to 
this adage before (remember 
“Rock *N’ Roll” setting out hot 
on the heels of “Black Dog” on 
the fourth album) and again 
demonstrate their collective pen- 
chant for such strategy, with 
Page again leading, utilising a 
fairly blatent arch-punk riff. 

Very sinewy guitar here, 
clustered against a goodly inter- 
jection of single power-chords- 
on-punctuation and a descen- 


opus to date. 

You must all remember 
“Dying” — every angry-young- 
folkie-worth-his-denim-cap-and- 
dungarees’ pallid evocation of 


ding George Harrison-like- the Grim Reaper’s wrathsome 
finger-style chords as further Bye via the acorn blues gospel. 
emphasis. t was only a matter of time 


before Page and Plant got 
around to giving this one the 
Zeppelin respray job and here 
we have it at last — by far the 
longest ever recorded Zeppelin 
track, consequently requiring 
the full kitchen-sink treatment. 
Every dynamic at their dispo- 
sal is put to use here starting 
with extra sluggish tales-from- 
the-Abyss amp-ups, some re- 
markable buzz-saw blues bottle- 


While Plant waxes lyrical in 
an inoffensively bland idealistic 
fashion — “It’s the New World 
Rising/From the ashes of the 
old/If we can just join hands/ 
That’s all it takes.” 


“In My Time Of Dying” (11.08) 
And if you thought those two 
were a touch boisterous, the 
band then set on what must be 
their most definitively frenzied 


Mr. Clean- 
taking the 
hard rock 
audience 

(by strategy) 


BOB EDMANDS rambles on inconsequentially — 
though not uninterestingly — about the appeal of EJ, 
and almost reviews the Greatest Hits album. 


Elton John was onginaily 
promoted as yet another ear- 
nest singer-songwriter, and his 
first album was as scrappy as 
you’d expect from the lower 
forms. of that overcrowded 
school. The cover pix looked 


the real thing more closely than 
other white jerkers-off. 

“Your Sister Can’t Twist” 
follows in the honourable tradi- 
tion of “Crocodile Rock”, with 
the Speedy Gonzales Farfisa 
organ put to commendable use. 


The cut sounds like Sha Na Na’ | like John Denver. 
before they stopped taking slim- His second album was the 
ming pills. launch he needed. On the 


strength of “Your Song”, there 
were those who hailed him as 
rock’s answer to Bing Crosby 
and Irving Berlin all rolled into 
one. But the rock content of the 
album gave little comfort to any 
matronly following the single 
propagated. 

And with “Tumbleweed Con- 
nection” an even heavier image 
emerged. Some bright spark 
produced unlikely pix of Mr. 
John looking a dead ringer for 
the mighty Roger Chapman, 
complete with stud crewcut, 
doper’s shades, and a battered 
tambourine. There was some 
suggestion that EJ led the 
world’s only power trio to 
feature lead piano. 

Elton set up keyboards oppo- 
site Leon Russell for the 
greatest piano duel since Wini- 
fred Atwell took on Russ Con- 
way. He also did a Jerry Lee 
thing, scrambling aboard his 


Then there’s the aforemen- 
tioned “Saturday Night”, which 
sounds on reflection more like 
The Faces than the Stones, al- 
though some people might feel 
there’s not an inch of difference 
anyway. Davey Johnstone 
reveals he can also play like 
Ron Wood. (That’s Ron Wood 
before he started taking slim- 
ming pills, by the way.) 

The point is that while Elton 
John may be a financial institu- 
tion these days, he’s not forgot- 
ten what it took to make all 
those supermarket cover ver- 
sions. 


If the only way to achieve 
consistent million sellers is to 
appeal to more than one section 
of the billion dollar rock au- 
dience, then it’s important not 
to alienate any one section by 
pandering too much to others. 
That’s why the Elton John 
story has been a Snakes And | with all the elegance of a panto- 
Ladders without any snakes. mime horse at a gymkhana. 


ME TOP a eS OO ne 
“Elton John’s Greatest Hits” (DJM) consists of the following, 
(reading from side one, track one to side two, track five) — “Your 
Song”, “Daniel”, “Honky Cat”, “Goodbye Yellow Brick Road”, 
“Saturday Night’s Alright For Fighting”, “Rocket Man”, “Candle 
In The Wind”, “Don’t Let The Sun Catch You Crying”, “Border 
Song, and “Crocodile Rock”. 


NEW MUSICAL EXPRESS 


neck from Page, a truly breath- 
taking work-out from Bonham, 
and Plant at his most hyper- 
frantic. 

It just gets more and more 
frenzied, reaching a kind of 
lunatic zenith which may well 
cause permanent self-inflicted- 
fractures amongst idiot dancers 
throughout the British Isles, 
until Bonham lets out a remar- 
kably bronchial cough and the 
whole thing falls apart comple- 
tely. Ultimately hurts your teeth 
but it’s fun, 


SIDE 2 (18.32) 
“Houses Of The Holy” (4.01) 
I like this — an equally 
robust but more, dare one say, 


“Tumbleweed Connection” 
boogies desperately, but enter- 
tainingly. 

There followed three bum al- 
bums: a live set, with the piano 
power trio; a saccharine movie 
soundtrack; and “Madman Ac- 
ross The Water”, which had all 
the right mannerisms but none 
of the substance. The key 
seemed to have temporarily fal- 
len out of place. 

“Honky Chateau” put things 
to right. For a start, it featured 
“Rocket Man”, which certainly 
cuts D. Bowie’s “Space Oddi- 
ty”, and boasts one of Bernie 
Taupin’s best lyrics. It’s always 
dangerous to venture an opi- 
nion on lyrics. If you don’t 
know your alliteration from 
your onomatopoeia, you may 
get kicked up your assonance 
by the Eng. Lit. boys. But these 
words seem fairly impressive to 
a mere.layman: 

‘IT miss the earth so much’ 
/I miss my wife/It’s lonely out 


} in space/On such a timeless 


flight/And I think it’s gonna be 
a tong, long time/Til touchdown 
brings me round again to find 
/T’m not the man they think I 
am at home/I'm a rocket man- 
/Rocket man burning out his 
fuse up here alone.” 

“Honky Chateau”. also in- 
cluded “I Think I’m Going To 
Kill Myself’. No one else had 
tackled the ironies of adoles- 
cence with as much care since 
The Who’s first album. Bernie’s 
self-confidence was matched by 
Elton’s grip on the music. 

He'd dumped Paul Buckmas- 
ter and the shimmering strings, 
and he'd also off-loaded Hook- 
foot. As a result, the album 
sounded like the output of a 
working band, avoiding the 
Sterility which dogged the 
“Madman’” set. 

The same line-up has pro- 
duced the last three albums, 
from “Don't Shoot Me” 
through to “Caribou”, with the 
Same easy assurance. Needless 
to say, the next album's already 
‘in the can, complete with the 
obligatory two chart singles. 
MCA in the States reportedly 
paid Elton John eight million 
dollars to sign with them. The 
evidence suggests they got him 
cheap. 

Elton John has the one qual- 
ity which rock stars normally 
lack. He’s durable, and there- 
fore bankable. Elton John even 
survived that Bryan Forbes do- 
cumentary, in which an old 
man’s sycophancy turned to 
love. If he can cope with that, 
he can survive anything. 

Who needs tragic 
anyway? 


genius. 


friendly rock-about track sans 
the machete-like austerity of the 
first side, approaching a more 
free ’n’ easy almost doo-wop ap- 
proach. 

Plant very much in command 
here with a full complement of 
his prissy-but-quaint Gandalf 
lyrical imagery — “There’s an 
angel on my shoulder . . .” “Let 
me wander in your garden ...”, 
“If the music be your master/ 


Will you heed the master’s 
call?” 
“Trampled Underfoot” (5.38) 


A departure. Led Zeppelin 
tackle a kind of Kool And the 
Gang syncopated funk thang 
(sic) with John Paul 
Jones very much in evidence on 
clavinet while Plant keeps 
insisting “I can’t stop talking 
about love’: Successful as far as 
it goes, but no way vital Zep. 


“Kashmir” (9.41) 

Jimmy Page reckons that “In 
the Light” is “Graffiti’s” piece 
de resistance, but when it 
comes to full-+ilt Zeppelin 
exotica “Kashmir” wins hands 
hown as for as I’m concerned. 


The arrangement itself is 
pretty impressive. 2 
Multi-tracked Page 


guitar-played-with-violin-bow 
giving the impression that a 
whole string section was 
layering the studio floor in resin 
at the time, while John Paul 
Jones lets fly with some highly 
inspired Mellotron _ playing, 
recalling a kind of “1001 
Arabian Nights of Passion” 
wide-screen ambiance. 

The sound in fact makes me 
think of what might have 
resulted had the Stones 
progressed on from “Satanic 
Majesties Request” pumping 
the same muddled vein. 

Another reference point is 
Zeppelinss own “Friends” 
which used the Planets Suite to 
something like the same effect. 
This though is better. 

Most impressive. 


Side 3 (22.03) 


“In the Light” (8.46) 

I do have my doubts about 
this. 

Starting out with a mystic 
drone-like presence that recalls 
some of George Harrison’s 
“Wonderwall” sound-track and 
maybe, to a lesser extent, Brian 
Jones’ ‘‘The Pipes Of 
Jonjonka” product, it goes 
through several rather awkward 
changes straight-forward 
rather stolid Zep, benign rather 
insubstantial chorus all centring 
on equally benign 
quasi-spiritual platitudes — “In 
the Light/You will find the 
road”. 

The piece is never greater 
than the sum of its parts and is 
thus, to these ears. severely 
hamstrung. 


“Bron-y-ra” (2.07) 

Willowy acoustic guitars 
interwining like a vintage Bert 
Jansch overdubbing parts. An 
instrumental. Winsome. 


“Down By The Seaside” (5.15) 

Now this one is a little odd 
and at a guess would fall pretty 
much in with Plant's © Neil 
Young obsession. 

The tune and arrangement 
are both pretty much yer 
average Young strum-along, 
while the lyrics occasionally 


the latter's 


“Out in the 


scream with 
influence. 


Forsooth 


MOBY GRAPE: “Great 
Grape” (CBS) 


es 
COINCIDING with their deci- 
sion to reform, comes this com- 
pilation of Moby Grape, not a 
greatest of hits but a personal 
faves number, allotted to Bil 
Keane, whoever he is. 

Grape were one of the finest 
San Francisco bands, never 
over-liked by the hip press, pro- 
bably because they released five 
singles from the first album, 
which did nothing for their inte- 
grity but masses for the grass 

Despite its tawdry title, 
“Great Grape” is a fair assess- 
ment of the band, serving to sti- 
mulate a further listen to the ol- 
der albums, rather than being 
an essential purchase itself. 

Cuts here range from the ob- 
vious to the unusual; four 
tracks apiece, originally on 
“Moby Grape,” and “Wow”, 
three from “’69”, none from 
“Truly Fine Citizen” or the gru- 
esome and best forgotten 
“Granite Creek”. 

“Qmaha” and “Changes” 
(pronounced ‘Churngers’ by 
lead vocalist Peter Lewis) are 
real power-house and demand 
to be played very loud. 

Grape could take on the Det- 
roit heavies and emerge on 
equal terms; in fact Don 
Stevenson’s relentless beat in- 
spired that motor city panel- 
beating sound perfected by Mi- 
chael Davis of M.C.5 fame, 
while “Motorcycle Irene” ad- 
ded dimensions of sophistica- 
tion and a story line, in which 
Irene and her Harley meet with 
avery nasty accident. 

They weren’t just a power 
combo however, not only in- 
terested in music, they had a 
dry sense of humour too. 

“Murder In My Heart For 
The Judge” is self-explanatory, 
inspired as the result of being 
caught experimenting with 
small plants. “Ooh, Mama, 
Ooh” is slowed down rock and 
roll satire with cliche doo wop 
phrases growled straight for 
maximum silly effect. 

“69”, their third album, re- 
corded minus rhythm guitarist 
Skip Spence (ex-Jefferson Air- 
plane drummer) provides an in- 
stance of a lighter country-rock 
stance and lovely harmonies in 
“It’s A Beautiful Day Today”, 
a clear development from 
“8.05” and the grossly theatric- 
al but successful “Bitter Wind”, 
both here too, 

Like the Charlatans and 
Thirteenth Floor Elevators, 
they were one of the Bay Area’s 
finest, committed and exciting 
with the brittle urgency of the 
best board busting bands and 
the ability to sound out gentler 
and more subtle numbers, Jerry 
Miller being equally neat with 
lead and acoustic while they all 
contributed high standard 
material which doesn’t sound 
dated now. 

If you can’t get the early dis- 
cs, “Great Grape” is proof that 
their vitality remains intact, it 
has a strongly characteristic 
bouquet, you'll be amused by 
its presumption. 


Max Bell 


country/Hear the people 
sing/See what they're 
growing/Know where they’re 
going” and then the chorus: 
“The people turn away”. 

The song later breaks off, 
using an instrumental break 
that reminds me of that 
stunning adrenalin burst 
present on the last minutes of 
the Stones’ “Hundred Years 
Ago.” Same kind of effect, with 
John Paul Jones on 
electronic piano. 


“Ten Years Gone” (6.55) 
Classic Zep romantic 
opening. 
Page plays nice minor chord 
progressions while Plant waxes 
poetic — “As it was/Then 


again it will be . . . Rivers 
always reach the sea”. 
Aw-w-w-w. 


The track reminds one, 
strangely enough of Fleetwood 
Mac’s “Then Play On” days 
and is all the better for it. Page 
is again everywhere — six 
guitars including a cascading 
12-string chord burst again as 
punctuation. 


Side 4 (21.00) 


“Nightflight” (3.37) 
My notes have scribbled 


down, the words ‘Strident Rock |j 


Chording’, ‘Commercial’ and 
“Rollicking’ 
which is one way of putting it, I 
suppose. 

This was one of the most 
instantly appealing tracks on 
the four sides here. Very 
commercial; in truth much 
the same swagger that Bad 
Company (ne Free) achieve 
when at their very best. 


“Wantan Song” (4.10) 

More classic Machete Zep. 
Refers back to the first two 
tracks on Side 1, and beyond 
that to the same dynamic that 
powerhoused ‘Immigrant 
Song.” 


The band must be able to ff 


pull this kind of thing off in 

their sleep. 

“Boogie With Stew” (4.07) 
Stew is Ian Stewart, the 

Stones’ house pianist who 


(‘Rollicking’?) ff 


worked with Page back in the f 
Yardbirds days, here playing a |] 


nice line in barrelhouse boogie 
piano while Jimmy soloes on 
mandolin at one point. 

Robert sounds positively 


Neanderthal rhythm, which 
sounds like two hollow skulls 
being cracked together. 


Nice filler. 

“Black Country Woman” 
(4.30) 

Jugband/ragtime accoustic 


throw-away which gives Robert 
a chance to dust off his most 
hackneyed blues singer cliches. 
Stock vamps like “Hey-Hey 
Mama” and the old “Red 
House” chestnut — “If you 
don’t love me your sister will.” 
Sounds like an out-take from 
the third album. Expendable. 


“Sick Again” (4.40) 

Finally there is “Sick Again” 
(great title), more prime Zep but 
with a real cutting edge this 
time as the band do their very 
own “Starfucker”. 

Plant in his element amidst 
the “Circus of LA Queens” 
(he even rhymes that with “One 
day you're going to be sixteen”) 
while Page is spiralling in and 
out. 

Zeppelin as the quintessential 
doyens of the kamikaze 
dizzbuster; again worthy of 
being framed in 45 r.p.m. form. 


This then is something of a 
hefty volume of material and 
the thought does cross one’s 
mind that a single album may 
have been preferable. 

Such contentions though 
should be left until the album is 
available and more time has 
been spent evaluating its merits. 


It merely remains to- be 
stated that whatever you do 
with the album the yolume 
switch should always be set to 
“Loud”, because Led Zeppelin 
are still absolutely the best 
mainstream metal band around. 

Uh . .. on second thoughts, 
make that Very Loud. 

You'll know what I mean 
when the time comes. 


chirpy and then there’s a most 


